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SYNCPS|S.

In a spirlit of
summer visitor,

fun Mavor

Bedlght,
i= chased

through

a
lhe
Woods by ten laughing girls, one of whom
be catches and kisses.

CHAPTER iIl.—Continued.

The court hesitated. Finally, turn-
ing to the witness, Judge Vining
asked:

“What were the sounds like?"
fiame of color lighting up her face.

The mayor made a mental note of
the color.

“Well,” began the witness soberly,
“it sounded like—like the old pass-
word of the Elks—‘Jolly corks!'”

“Pulled?” demanded the judge, re-
signing herself to sacrifice.

“Yes'm, vour honor—and smoth-
ered in honey!”™
“That will do!™ determined the

judge, hiding her eyes behind her
handkerchief. “Harriet Brooks," ig-
noring the state’s attornmey, * wiil you
take the stand?”

The prisoner arose from his soap
box.

“Your honor,” he saild gallantly, “in
deference to Mine Host, from whose
culinary department there wafts to
me the unctuous call of fried eggs
and waffles, and betause of the deli-
cate gituation the vietim of my as-
sault may find hergelf In should the
case proceed, I have determined to
plead guilty and throw myself upon
the mercy of the court. I—I am gullty
as charged. Gullty, I say—and proud
of ft'™

He sat down soberly, but his eyes
were fastened on the face of the
judge. She turned upon him flercely.

“For this unseemly conduct, I, the
judge, fine you ten days at Squirrel
Inn. Beginning tomorrow morning,
vyou will be the servile slave of the
ten young women whose feelings you
have outraged. Tomorrow you will
start alphabetically down the list and
for a day you will do the bidding of
the girl who falls to your lot. What-
ever she lnstructs you to do, you will
do. Should you again transgress you
wiH be—be fined for life!”™ savagely.
“If, at the end of the ten days, you

| bame appears first on the alphabetical

have sequitted yourself honorably, you 4

may Ego yYour way In peace. Have
vou anything to say for yourself?”

His honor arose submissively.

*“l sccept the terms,” he zald, ea
gerly. “I protest—but T accept.”

“And should you desert,” continued
the judge, "I shall not hesitate to use
this evidence against you!™ pulling
from the fromt of her shirtwaist a
bulky document. “Possibly you may
recognize it!"” tauntingly.

The prisoner gasped,

“My bin!”

“Yes!™ replied the judge, plercing
him with a cold look of scorn, “you
may well say, "My bill!""

He bowed his head.

“Court’s adjourned!” snapped the
judge. “Breakfast is served.”

CHAPTER IIL

A fest is a jest, but the following
letter, received by “His Honor, the
Mayor” Bext morning, suggested a
straw too much for the Asiatic rumi-
nant’s back., Tersely, it sald:
. “Squirrel Inn, /

“Sunday Morning.
“Mr. Walter Bedight, .
“Mayor of Osslan:
“Dear Sir: The levity of your de-

meanor at yesterday's trial and the

ostensibly monchalant attitude you
chose to take of the sentence inflict-
ed, Jeads me to believe that you are
copsidering this very serious matter
altogether too lightly. Under ordinary
circumstances & handsome trifier
might ride intoc a woman's camp like
Lochinvar, boldly grasp a pretty girl
in his arms and kisc her, without pay-

ing & more severs penally than the |

wmdtheumnnnda!mmuu
seratches. And even you, evidently a
gentleman as well as a politician,
mmhthavemadﬂthaﬂtﬂun-
buke had you been luckier. TUnen-
cqmwdbywndfullnl“-
" bound by our court

to remaln,: you
“eouid huve drifted awsy Mto the eve-

ﬁmmmwamd-
forts to restrain you. -
“But, Mr. Bedight, as a candidate

torwuﬁnntmma».

mmmﬁh,
-eoupln‘ml‘!m

quil spot, you
vhnsﬂlln
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“I trust you realize the enormity of
;‘::r W the hold we have on
s You be unwise eno
to violate the sentence of this mrt.m
the news of your duplicity will be
sent to the women's clubs of your dis
trict, to be followed by unimpeach-

Ing—the bill itself. I am satisfied that
‘your better judgment will prevail and
that you will serve your sentimoce as
becomes a gentleman and a candidate.
This belng Sunday, you will be al-
lowed your Iiberty to go and come as
you please and fortify your mind
against the ordeal ¥ou are ghout to
experience. On Monday morning you
will inaugurate your sentence by be-
ginning with Mae Andrews, whose

list. Mae ts a stunning blonde with
bair like spun flax and cheeks llke
the down of an Alberta peach. She is
city broke and a high stepper, has a
dogen Beau Brummels infatuated and
loves o see enamored men turn som-
ersauits In the service of the queenly
sex. You will o what she tells you
—even to jumping through a hcop,
should she demand it.

“For burposes of assignment, 1 glve
Fyou herewith the list of your owners
and the days of your servitude, as
follows:

“Monday, Mae Andrews'

“Tuesday, Mabel Arney

“Wednesday, Harrlet SBrooks

“Thursday, Margaret Farusworth

“Friday, Alice Mason f

“Saturday, Molly McConnel)

“Sunday-—open date for repentance

“Monday, Cleo Summers

“Tuesday, Lucille Walters

“Wednesday, Bess Winters

“Thursday, “Jack” Vining

“It comes to our knowledge that you
are very desirous of reaching your
district on the Saturday night follow-
ing, where you are to open your cam-
paign. Should you prove yourself a
perfect gentleman during the interim
and serve your sentence with due hu-
mility, we will return to you the In-
criminating bill ard permit you to
depart in peace.

“But for every indiscretion on your
part, you will* be given a ten days'
sentence under the same conditions
now governing. The court has en-
deavored to lmpress you with the se
riousness of your situation and shall
feel no regret -should youw, in your
heedlessness, fail to grasp its import.

“Given this day and date under my
letter-seal at Squirrel Inn, Dingledale,
Wisconsin.

“*JACK' VINING, Judge.”

Walter Bedight, mavor and candi-
date for the Ilegislature, frowned.
Plainly, here was a predicament. The
bumor of the situation had fled. The
pigued attitude of the “judge” toward
him was plain. It was more than this,
it was “catty.” She ran after him and

e . kisgsed her, a perfectly natural
thing for a handsome -bachelor to do
if the pursuer were pretty—and good-
ness knows Jackie Vining wes encugh
of that to give almost any inquisitive
young’ ‘man palpitation of the heart!

But even male judgés have a way
of their own, absoiute and unrelent-
ing, while A woman judge, pretty, vi-
vaclous, ‘enticing, captured in a dog-
wood swamp and kissed against her
will—Bedlight shuddered at his pos-
gible fate!

The fury of a woman osculated Is
frequently as accentuated as the an-
ger of a woman scorned! And he
was the goat!

Deep in. & quandary of ways and
means, the luckless politician, mental-
ly. berating the fatal day of woman
sul!rage wandered into the cool, um-
brageous wood. )

It was midsummer and the forest
was &'sylvan retreat where monk and
man might lose his troublées In the
rippling of the rills and receive di-
vine unction from the nature god rul-
ing with soothing zephyrs and elixirs
of efflorescence.

Bedight penetrated far into the
heart of the wood, where dryads
romp -along the sunbeamed way
through interstices in the trees, where
mother brown thrushes peep from

“Jackie” Viming.
glwlt;ml nests and frisking squirreis

of the hickory nuts l.-rimh:;

heed. The rich outline of ner fizgure
thrilled him and on her golden balr
the sheen of the morning radlated like
a halo on the head of a Titlan mmas
terplece. Step by step he drew near,
cautiously.  Little by little he crept
forward until he stood with his hand

quietly, fearlessly, he stepped behind
her, his shadow falling over her
shouldor upon the placid waters of
the pool.

With a ery of alarm she sprang to
her feet and faced him. He stood his
ground boldly, but in kis eyes there
Wwarc an appeal.

“Forgive mie,” he said evenly. ‘'T—
you needed the shadow of a man to
complete the picture.”

“You flatter yourself,”
coldly.

He started to speak; impulsively, tu
plead for forgiveness, but ehe beld
up her hand mandatorily.

“l bold no conversation with pris-
oners outside of court,” she said, aus-
terely.

Turning from the pcol, she stogd be-
/fore him as one in authority.

“I am going. Wait bere.

ghe replied

Do not

follow me,"” she admonished.
He sat down beside the pool. As
he did so, for a fleeting moment the

form of » lithe and graceful woman
fell over his sghoulders upon the
drowsy waters—but the face was
turned toward the backward trail

“Everything — even mythology — I\
twisted,” he growled, “in these par-
lous days of woman suffrage.”

He turned his bhead to ecatch A
glimpee of her, flitting through the
trees, but unlike Lot's wife, she did
not look back.

The mayor sighed. -

*What an awful mess a man an
gel into,” he sorrowed, “through the
perfectly harmless diversion of kiss-
ing!™

CHAPTER IV.

Monday morning dawned with a
purple glow that melted into molten

—

“Gulity, | Say, and Proud of It.™

glory as the sun came up and painted
the hills and valleys with delight
Flute notes of harmony thrilled from
flitting birds and the incense of fra-
grant flowers gave joy to the eolfac
tory nerves as his honor, the mayor
and - Mae Andrews tripped down tks
front steps of Squirrel Inn and made
for the boat landing, the girl in the
lead, the man behind, carrying a
lunch basket and fishing tackle.

“Do vou really and truly belleve,
Mr. Bedight)” babbled the girl over
her shoulder, “that there are just as
good fish in the sea as have ever
been caught?” i

The mayor lald down hls burden on
the dock and smiled confidently into
the pretty face of his interrogator.

“An unmarried man,” he began,
carefully, “would answer Yes; a mar-
ried man, most assuredly, would deny
the allegation and say no.”

The young woman, with a glance of
mischief In her eyes, asked inno-
cently:

“And you?”

“1 would say, {f a priconer might
express himself without, inplication.”
questioningly, “that It depends upon
the bait!™

(TO BE CONTINUED.) &

Ghost Gave the Tip.

An extraordinary story of a gam
bling “tip" from the regions of spirits
is that of Signor Crotta, the station-
master at Cicignano, near Naples.
Signor Crotta speculated one frane
at a weekly lottery, and now finds
himself in consequence the lucky win-
ner of $120,000. On learning the good.
tidings Crotta’s first task was to tele-
graph to the directorate of the State
Raflways his rui;natlon. He is a
mn.rr!ed mn..‘ud has a daughter who

a local lehoulmﬁtreu. The ex-
-ltn'uunmanar is also uettlns apart a
sum for masses on behall of his dead

| aunt, ‘whose ghost, he avows, appear-

ed to him in the early hours of the
fateful morning bidding him gamble
onfmrnnmbmih] u‘gh.led

lucky ones. "

upon the trunk of a tree. And then,

1

to him, ail of which mmgbrwu . Fe
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SYNOPSIS.
In a spirit of fun Mayor Bedight, a
suminer visitor, 1s chased tlirough the

woods by ten laughing girls, one of whom
he catches and kinses. The girls form
themselves intp a court and sentence him
to do the bidding of one of thelr number
each day for ten days. A legislative
measire opposing woman suffrage, which
dropped from the mayor's pocket. is used
to mm{wl him to obey the mandates of
the gir

CHAPTER IV.—Continued.

She took her seat in the boat and
Bedight pushed off. The east was &
rlot of effulgence and the lapping
waves broke in crested turrets of
gold us they gurgled and splashed on
their way to meet the boat. Rowing
stead!ly, the mayor studled the face
of the girl opposite—the face of a pa-
trician, softened by clear blue, kindly
eves and beautified by amorous red
lips, Unconsciously Bedight caught
himself mentally reading:

“With thy red lips, redder still,
Kissed by strawberries on the hill—"

He drew the boat to a shady spot
along the beach and rig gged a pole
for her.

“Bait it!" she commanded, dropping
ber magazine,

“Bacon rind, minnows, frogs or
worms?” he questioned, hook in bhand.

“You have just sald it depends upon
the bailt, now bait it," she admonished
curtly.

“But what do you want to catch?”
he inslsted.

“Flsh!"

He took up an angleworm and im-
paled it on the hook, while the girl
walched him, fascinated.

“I-—1 never could do that.
But men are wretches!”

For answer he threw the llne into
the water and handed her the rod.

Ugh!

“Oh!” she screamed, pulling nerv- ||

ously at a brighteved perch with
Tyrian-red fins.

“Let him have It a bit,” cautioned
the mavyor.

“Oh, that {8 the way you fish for |
fish, too?"” she exclaimed. “Why, how |
funny!™

He npdded.

“Now, see that! He's taken all the
bait and gone away,” ruefully. “And
you told me to wait!”

“A fish and a man should be landed
at exactly the right moment,” he ad-
viged. serious!y, svolding ber eves. "If
trified with too long, elther is apt to
get away with !he-——er bait!"”

“Thank you,”™ she rephed eoldly,
know hew to do it now.’

In a trice she had a flopring beauty
in the boat.

He rebafted her hook and, mcking
up his rod. seant a Dowagiac spinning
through the air. It fell just without
a bed of moss. There followed a
splash, a neat turn of the wrist, ni
whirring of the reel and a cry from |
the girl:

“Ch; give it to me!
Let me land him!'™

Obediently Bedight handed her the
rod. The fish darted and plunged. She
reeled in frantically. The mayor
smiled. The fish, a black bass of

ul

Give it to me!

three pounds, came into view of the

ﬁ’m

balt flew high fn the alr above her  laughter

head!
“Oh, isn't that too bad!"™ she ex-
claimed, disappointment shadowing

Ler pretty face.
“When you have hooked a fish or

| & man,” hé began quietly, “and either
shows a disposition to plunge, give a
Keep & taut but not too

little line.
1esisting hold. When the fury of the
plunge i= over, reel In cautiously. If
you. do this, the man or the fish will
tlways come back captive.”

“I never have had occasion to need
your advice,” she said simpiy.

“I see you are 8 novice at—fishing,”
l.e said, patronizingly.

She colored.

“I haven't found it necessary, or de-
ijrable, gir, to become overly profi-
vdent!™ proudly.

“But your husband—" he sald, as he
1arew out his line, “may prove—"

“Pardon me.”

My husband, should I ever have one,
will not be the sort that will need to
te called back. . He—"

“Of course not,” he said in a concill-
atory volce. "“They never are—untﬂ
after marriage.”

He was struggling now with a gamy
Jjswego, which he landed finally by
jamping from the boat and skimming
12 in on the sandy beach.

As he did so, a rough fellow with |
a nondescript slouch hat pulled scoop-
shovel fashion over his face and
dressed in the typical native style,
sprang from behind a clump of bushes
and bawled:

“I thought so.
under arrest."

The mayor looked at this new cus- |

tedian with growing interest. The fel-
low was long and'lank and weather-
beaten. The {ype was recognlzable
at first glance. Undoubtedly he was
the local game warden, a shiftless
ne’'er<lo-well,

campalgn.

“What's the charge, officer?™ asked
Bedight, unhooking the fish and stand-
ing over it as it flopped upon the sand.

The warden, swelling with impor-
tance, cleared his throat for action.

“That there fishin® tackle o' yourn |
has got gang hooks on it, which s
You'll haf t' come with |

agin the law.
me. mister.”

The mayor whistled.

“Got a copy of the law with you?"
he asked. with a careful show of re-
spect.

The warden plunged into his coat
pocket and brought forth a paper-cov-

ered booklet. distributing on the wind |

She spoke haughtily. |

Gol darn ye, you're

appointed by &8 not too |
discriminating politician during a hot |

Mae Andrews.

as he did so flecks of tobacco, matches
and silver foil,
“Here 'tis,” he grunted, t.rlumphant-

1y. ight there—section 7, 'Fishin’
in Season,'” polnting with a grimy
thumb,

Bedight read the section in ques
tion.

“All right, officer; | guess I'll have
to go,” he agreed, good-naturedly, a
happy thought gripping him entic-
ingly.

The gir! in the boat screamed.

“Don't you dare go away. If you
do, I'll—we'll send that bill to Os-
gian!> " T "

" The mayor groaned.

“Come on!” ordered the warden im-
patiently. *“I ain't got no time to be
argin' with skirts. You'’ve violated
the law an’' I reckon you'll haf to pay
th' fiddler.”

Bedight reached to the heach as if
to piek up his fish Instead, he reached
six'inches farther, took a quick, strong
bold on the bottom of one leg of the
warden's trousers, gave a mighty tug
upward and, as the disconcerted na-
tive turced a somersaunlt in midair,
broke for the boat. Seelng his evident
intent, Miss Andrews emcouraged the
leap, but alas for human precision!
In his rush he struck the gunwale,
there was a clatter, a scream and the
next instanl Mlsa Andrews found her-

self Ip seven feet of water. She came
up with a gasp and w ‘have swum
tn safety, for she was letic, but the

_mayor, in maqqmmment. came
gallantly tc the rescue, carrying her
’ toshoralnhumvhmheungu-_
i y deposited. h.ron thmnnd.

Under the Influence of hew
rare good humor, Bedight's serisus-
ness melted—aund he, too, dropped
upoti the beach and reviewed the ludi-
crous side of the situation in hearty
guffawing.

*But we've got to et out of here.”
finally protested the mayor, his face
sobering. “'I know these country con-
stable fellows, That warden wiil be

back hére In an hour with enough na-
tive talent to arrest a comrany of
night rideye.
| move on.”

He righted the boat and colleeted

It's time for us to

F

|

J

|

|
{
|

|

“Come Back Here, Gol Darn Ye, ant
Git Arrested!”™

| the. fishing rods. The lunch Laskesd
;\aas hooked with a clever ™=t and
| brought to shore.

“I'm not going to move a step .rom
here,” she declared firmly as he faced
about on the beach, “until I—I wring
{ out this awful wet skirt!” blushing.
i He looked at the dress thoughtfully.
|
{

!
|

It was dripping water all about her.
Then his eyes fell upon her big sun-
shade. Without a word he picked it
| up, walked down the dry beach aund
stuck it In the =and, its dome at an
angle of forty-five degrees, Then be
| came back and sat down on the prow
of the boat, his back to the umbrella.
The girl looked at him and then at
4 the umbrella,
' “Do you prcmise not to peek?” in
confused voice,
| “Pm the sphinx,” he sald, quietly.
| “Take your time-—and get it good and
{ dry. - Er—hang it on the umbrella,
3ou know—where the sun can get at

I
| l-le heard her soft footfalls in the
sand—ang, walted. He walted a long
time. Once he almost forgot and was
at the point of viewing the landscape
in her general direction, when be
| heard a discreet cough and jerked his
ihead about-face, giving himself up to
pthe cantankerous conduct of a fish
 hawk pestering a kingfisher, much to
! the vocallstic snnoyance of the latter,
:whu chattered angrily.
; And then from the weedy country
| road behind the hill there came voices.
lThe warden and his assistants were
¥rel.urmuz.
i Would the girl never reappear?®
Rushing towsard. the hill, the mayor
! waved his arms and shouted:
| “Go back, you fellows! Go back,
| there’s a lady dressing! There's——"
“On, Mr. Bedigbt,” cried a cleaz
voice from the rear, “I'm ready.”

The mayor turned and ran precipi
tately down the hill, the natives in
full pursuit. But this time he reached
the boat in safety and flung a deri-
slve laugh at the angry warden's per
emptory command to:

“Come back here, gol darn ye, an'
git arrested!™

The gir! watched the man narrowly.

“if - you dom’t mind, Mr. Bedight,
we'll 20 over on the lee side of the
island. There's n nice warm beich
cver there and while I investigate the
condition of this lunch we can dry oot
a bit I'm not golng back to that
Lotel in the daylight!”

It was dusk when the two climbeds
up the steps of the Squirrel Inn. The
judge came forward officially to re-
ceive the report.

“He's—he's n perfect gentleman,”
whispered Mae to Jackie as she
slipped by to her room.

On the beach of Arrow island, on
the leeward side. two sand hummocks
that showed convincing evidence of
having been leaned against might
have been geen In the sghimmering
moonlight—and they were about SO
far apart.

fT0O BE CONTINUED.)

Posta! Shower.

The postal shower is lkely to be-
come an Imstitutfon, It is designed
for the benefit of a friend who has
gone to live in & strange place. The
shower was originated by a woman

m;:hat!’mvﬁlunum heeomohl-

ally. and delivered Into his hands the
resisting criminal, strode forward and |

tapped Bedight m«h on the

. _nhoulder
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38 ) Plrouetted in
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With & | gonie conscquence, ond they toox

own friends {o write also, and thus
the list grew. The young man got so
‘much mail matter that San Antons

‘people got to think he was a person




